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us to be rotten drunken blackguards like me, and
good-for-nothing rips like Feemy. He made me
because He had a job for me. He let me* run
loose till the job was ready; and then I had to
come along and do it, hanging or no hanging.
And I tell you it didn't feel rotten: it felt bully,
just bully."

And when the pseudo-religionist, Elder Daniels,
gets off the usual cant: " Be of good cheer,
brothers. Fight on. Seek the path," Blanco
contemptuously turns upon him with, " No.
No more paths. No more broad and narrow*
No more good and bad. There's no good and
bad; but, by Jiminy, gents, there's a rotten
game and there's a great game. I played the
rotten game; but the great game was played on
me; and now I'm for the great game every time.
Amen. Gentlemen, let us adjourn to the saloon.
I stand the drinks."

Here is once more set forth picturesquely and
pathetically this sense of the overruling mystic
power which controls, perforce, the instincts of
rough-and-ready humanity, and compels it to
adopt the motto per aspera ad astra.

We saw in studying the two plays that, allow-He'd never have madenking most of the individual,
